THE   CURARAY   AT   LAST                      45
prevail on him to return to civilisation. Shortly
afterwards the father disappeared and later was re-
ported to be living far to the south with another
tribe.
Ever since leaving Huito we had seen no sign of
human life whatever. The river appeared deserted
in spite of all I had been led to expect.
Early in the afternoon of our fifth day the
Indians showed their first overt fear of this silent
country. We had been going down the river as
usual, when I was suddenly brought up short by the
lurch of the canoe as it wheeled round and nosed
into a sand-bank. Glancing up, I saw the Indians
frozen rigid, pointing at a spot in the sand and say-
ing far more through looks and gestures than words
could have conveyed. Paying no attention to me,
they were out of the canoe in a twinkling and stand-
ing over a lone footprint. One or two went a short
distance into the bush, but returned hurriedly.
The unquestionably genuine fright of the Indians
at this strange footprint was manifested by their
furious activity with the paddles when we regained
our canoe. Previously, I had begun to fear that we
would not reach the Curaray that night, as we had
intended. But there was no doubt now. There was
to be no camp for them on any strange sand-
bank that night.
With John assisting at the paddles we made good
time; and, as darkness fell, we turned the bend, and
through an opening in the trees beheld that great